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SLOPER AT THE DERBY. 


“One would scarcely believe that a man, holding the position Poor Papa does on the London County Council, could be so reckless of consequences as 
to join a creature like that Mr. Moses in a Betting Agency at Epsom. Anyhow, he did, and from what a member of the Jockey Club tells me, he will 
live to regret it. Up to the time the race was run, everything went pretty smoothly; but when settling time came, well, to put it plainly, the selection 
played by the orchestra was lively. It’s too dreadful. Warned off, his honour and his good name gone. My poor, misguided, bankrupt Pa!”?—Tootsie. 


AFTER THE DERBY !S OVER. THE SOHO MURDER. 
—_ \ - ~ 


——es 


in 1776 or 7,a watchmaker from Paris was unfortunate 
enough to hit upon the idea of bringing his stock to London (3 
and trying to sell it. The experiment cost him his life. 
i 
! 


| His name was Jacques Mondroyte, and his stock consisted 
of curious and costly trmkets worth several thousand 

pounds. Like the majority of Frenchmen, he knew nothing 

of English, but he made the acquaintance of an interpreter, 

ona Francis Mercier, alias Louis de Butte, with whom he 

became very friendly, paid handsomely, and treated as a 

triend. This villain, from the first hour they met, deter- 

mined to rob and murder him, and steadily set to work. | 
To begin with, he gave orders to a tradesman, with whom 

he was acquainted, to make a curious kind of instrument, 

somewhat resembling an Indian tomahawk, and this he \ 

concealed upon his person, and patiently waited till the yh | 

time should arrive todo the deed. One fatal night, when j 

at the watchmaker’s lodgings, in Prince's Street, Soho, the iy 

two had been playing cards, singing French songs, drinking 

and smoking, Monsieur Mondroyte offered his friend a bed 

for the night, the hour being late. After some hesitation, 

Mercier accepted the invitation, and they retired to rest ; 

but, as soon as the inmates of the house were wrapped in 

slumber, and the unhappy Frenchman also slept, the mur- im i 


1, Jawkins and Joskins, two bosom friends, having 2. What well regulated man, on such an auspicious 3. Constable Buggs, who, with that promptitude 


ly 


—— seen the race for the Derby, determine, so as to avoid occasion, is not ? and, so naturally, shortly after the for which the Metropolitan Police are noted, grasps derer, producing the axe, battered in his host's skull, and, | 
the rush of traffic, to leave the course at an early start, ther find themselves landed in a ditch. About the situation, arrests the men, and avails himself of a when dead, thrust. his body, doubled up, into one of the t 
hour, They are, of course, intoxicated, an hour afterwards there arrives, onthe scencofaction,— passing wheelbarrow to convey them to the statiun trunks in which the merchandise had been brought over ‘ 
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from France, and, having thoroughly ransacked the apartments, 


vd the doors, and unseen and unheard made his escape. 

Next day Mercier called at the house to ask whether his friend 
had started on the journey he said he had propused to make, and 
the people living here, having found the street door on the lateh 
when they came down in the morning, took it for granted that he 
had leftata very early hour, This audacious farce the murderer 
plaved for several days, expressing great astonishment at not 
having heard from his friend; but it is to be supposed that he in 
the end sooveracted his part that the landlord of the house began 
toentertauin some suspicion of foul play, or, perhaps, began to feel 
anxious about the payment of the rent of the locked-up rooms. 
At anyrate he procured a ladder and effeeted an entrance into the 
watchmaker’s bedchamber, where they found the corpse crammed 
intoa trank which was only two feet four inches long, Ou the head 
were several deep wounds, and the body was beginning to putrify, 
Suspicion falling on Mercier, a warrant was at once issued for his 
apprehension, and he was taken in the company of a female friend, 
sixteen gold watches of great value, a great number of diamond 
and other rings, a variety of gold trinkets, and seventy-five guineas 
being found in his pockets and at his lodzings, 

On his examination he confessed his guilt, and the articles found 
were proved to have belonged to his employer.“ He was,” the 
Newgate Calendar informs us, “carried to execution opposite the 
place where he committed the murder, and no man ever met his 
death with more dread. He used every evasion to prolong the 
fatal hour, repeatedly craving time for his devotions, until the 
Sheriff, perceiving his motive, gave the signal, and he was turned 
off, on December 8th, 1777, amidst the execrations of the surround- 
ing spectators.” 

°* * * e « . J 

“Which the man, destitute of sufficient courage to meet his fate | 
when the hour 

But the Battersea Boomeranger here arose with a scornful laugh. 
and for five minutes his right foot blucher was in such rapid 
motion, you couldn't have counted it any better than the Irishman 
could count his pig. 

(Vert week, “ The Flunkey.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


———>— 


should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


J. B. will be rejoiced to hear arrangements are complete To 
enable foreign readers to successfully compete. No, no, A. H.; quite 
right, J.8.; by all means, F. N. K. How very silly of you, JEM, 

vu must hare beena “jay.” Our artistic standard, FREDDY, ts 
anelevated one; We can't accept your sketches, though they're very 
nicely done, We're never read such nonsense as the letter FRANK- 
LIN sends; As if we care a button for the censure of his friends, 
Of course we get_your coupons, WINS, and also yours, C. VYSE ; 
Pray have a little patience if you wish to gain a prize, Sweet 
MARECHAL NEIL, with lore for you our rit heart istorn; In 
very truth ‘twould seem that you're “a rose without a thorn.” The | 
little weapon RELIC sends looks like a deadly toy; We're going tu 
hand it over to the Gore Bespattercd Boy. Thanks for your letter, 
Bertie Stowe. Remember, H. A. MCCALL—*'7is better to have 
loved and lost than never lored at all, Yes, every week, COLLONA, 
and asearly as you can; This answer will sues for LEAR and 
HERBERT Boyp and DAN. From the incoherent letter of A 
BROKEN HEARTED SWAIN, We cannot tell if Tootsie is the cause 
of all his pain, Or if Cousin Eeclina has annewed his trusting 
heart. Alas! we know too well the pang of Cupid's fatal dart. 
The sketches DRAUGHTSMAN sends to us are tery fair indeed ; 
With patience, LITTLE MARY, you are certain to succeed, No, no, 
I. BURKE, we're said before the watch cannot be bought ; It's vour 
mistake, A PUZZLED ONE, we can't help what you thought. We'll 
try and get the information TWO OLD READERS seek, And, if we 
are sucerssful, we will answer them newt week, 

oo 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 

The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 
Forwarded toany part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-free : 

3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 370.—The “ Acorn ” Costaime. 


(Saturday, May 30, 1891. 


“Why,” said the sweet, young, romantic youth—“ why does the 
yellow gorse show its golden blossom even when a young plant 
not higher than the spring grass?” And his own dearestest 


answered, “ The gorse shows their yuller flowers so plain like, ‘cos 


if it didn't, you might mistake it for grass, and then the prickles 
would give you such a what forand to spare, as you'd remember only 
too easy. Why, my friend, Maria Jorrocks, never goes out with her 
young man to Wimbledon Common without taking the tin dust- 
pan with her, so as no harm shall come when she hasarest. That's 
carefulness, if you like. A seedy biscuit this time, and I'll take it 
hot while they’ré about it.” e+ 
* 


My wife is fond of furbelows 
And edyings rich and rare; 

And rufties on her plainest clothes 
It pleases her to wear, 


Her very wrappers ruffled are, 
But even that won't do; 
She carries out the thing so far, 
Her temper’s rutiled too. 
s 


* 

“Poor girl,” said Mrs. Spillikin, with all that kindly sympathy 
for the woes of her weak sex, for which she is ever famous, * O'vr- 
come with fatigue from her hard day's work at the brutal sweater’s 
factory ; she missed her footing on the hill and roiled down into 
the ‘Vale of Health.’ It was a sad sight, possibly bruised anv 
hurt, and with only cotton darned stockings.” You must give 
Mrs. 8. her due. If she ruled this cruel world her own way, ev'ry 
member of her own sex would have enough blue silks when out to 
dry to cover all the telegraph wires from Ludgate Hill to Trafalgar 
Square, ee 

s* 


“WHAT you want is exercise,” said Blitter, who is a strong man 
in rude health. “Why don’t you do some hard work?" “ My dear 
fellow,” replied Flitter, who is a confirmed invalid, “[ find it quite 
hard work enough to keep alive this dreadful weather, | can assure 
you, se 

* 


SCENE—At a Restaurant in the Strand, which must 
needs be nameless. 
Waiter (confidentially). Hem! I don’t think I’ve seen you here 
before, sir. 
Customer, Not much, Do you think T look mug enough to dine 


twice at a show that smells of cockroaches as this does ? 
2 * 


* 

“GoopD evening, Colonel Fireater!” exclaimed Mr. Pedant. “IT 
hear you have just returned from the Black Mountains. May 1] 
inquire if you mastered the language?” “No, sir,” said Colonel 
Fireater, “but I did better—I mastered the people who spoke the 
language.” ee 

= 


IT is said that this year the local authorities are going to gravel 
some large spaces on Hampstead Heath. “It is impossibie tothink 
of growing grass properly ; the violence of the kiss-in-the-ringers 
increases so much, that here and there they have worn out great 
circles of two and three feet in depth. A solid concrete, witha 
gravel on the top, and then the handkerchief may be thrown, and 
the chase made without destroying one of the most naturaliy lovely 
spots in the environs of the metropolis.” 

—Parliamentary Blue Book, 2043. 1. 
s-* 


* 
*TWIXT honeymoon and honeycomb, 
The difference please to tell. 
The one is many little cells, 
The other one big sell. 
os 
‘Ts merry spring-time, and the young man's fancy lightly turns 
to thouzhts of love; and he sitteth on the park seat, and his arm 
zoneth the waist of his love; and then the silver moon rises, aud 
he saith to her, “*Lov’s't thou me, my ownest farthing tiggly- 
wiggly?” Her head resteth on his manly shoulder, Her voice is 
softened by affection and three of rum and shrub and the un- 
affected graceful heartcake. And she answers, “Johnnie, old 
chappie, let’s cut it. ‘hem auts are a-doing a back garden digging 
in my ankles, and I've got a snutily cold. Let's sluice our tonsils 
with something more. Come ‘long!” Ah, when did poesie ever 
die? +3 


| 
i 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
i} 


: ‘ae “Look at that polishman,” said Splitter, at three o'clock in the 
“You'd better be careful, my fine feller, | Twarnts to be a Countess | morning, “ashleep in the doorway, instead of arresting the busy 


) | In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
{| j “TIE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 
| 


or TE stiall rae yea in” “Not you! Sixon | Tinie ' burglar.” “Thatsh all right, old man,” replied Splutter. “1 
yer might! Vest | s'posh there washn't a bally burglar about, so he’s a-resting him- 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 


shelf—d'ye see?” 
ScENE—Behind the Scenes at the “ Friv.” 


| i f On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by Softboy, Oh, I say! isn’t she a tart ; Pl 
"oR special arrangement at our Tottie Goodenough, You'd think she was a little too tart if you'd 
I PARIS AGENCY, 22 RuE DE LA BANQUE. = her slap a girl's face just now, because she got her place in the 
} , : ront row, 2 

s 


“T pon’t believe much in this circulation of the blood business, 
dad,” remarked young Sharpshins, “Why not, my son?” asked 
the old man. “ Why," said young Sharpshins, * because it circulates 
in vein, you know.” “* 


£1:1:0 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 
Best Preventative against 


THE DEMON INFLUENZA. 


Limit your advice to 50 words, pléase, and address— 


Dr. LA GRIPPE, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


*,* The List will close TUESDAY, JUNE 2ND, 1891. 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_— 


“WELL, Farmer Giles,” said the Curate, “and what did you 
think of London?” “Oh, it wur a grand plaace surely,” replied 
Farmer Giles ; “ but my cousin that ] went to zee he did bedouzel 
me cruelly. _‘ Now, varmer,’ says he, ‘wilt thee gow to th’ Agricul- 
tral Hall at Iserlingtoun and zee the bulls?’ ‘Surely,’ says 1, ‘and 
mebbe buy one if they be th’ right zort.’ And zo we went, and 
| wot d’ye think, zur, when we got oup there 'twere nought but a lot 


of dorgs!” » + 


His father was 0 plumber, 


“T say, dad,” ejaculated young Sharpshins, “why do people : * 
a , ints ares Seale AS i ‘ : And when he named him Will 
always have mse at Beye Ore party, whether their guests like Ethel, Yes, dears, my lusband has been late every mgnt this week. He is so He little recked the title . 
it or not? Because,” said the old man, “it is rude to whisper | busy, yon know. Would bring the boy to ill: 
in public, my son, and if it were not for the music people would Lily. How funny ; it is exactly the case with my husband. I wonder what is B when they c re hia leg off. 
have no opportunity of exchanging opinions respecting their host | the reason? ut ‘ _ hey cu us eg off, 
and the other guests, in which, as you are aware, consists all the May. 1 can tell vou, dear ; my husband explained it to me last week. He says ane Bey te ee 
fun of an evening party.” ie at this period of the year, the city is always ina state of business uproar, neces- They said it was the only way 
* a the Se ean of every business man at his office from ‘lo reduce the plumber’s Ball, 
. ‘ 4 ae ‘ early morning ti ght. 
“ YEs, sir, 'maruined man!” exclaimed Flighty. “I've lost my £ means tieer things, then had never heard of Derby week! : re 
law case, and the barristers and the lawyers have had all my money - _ - $$$... i It was shortly after the giving out of the parts for a new bur- 
between them.” “Ah! allow me to introduce you to Mr. lesque at one of our prettiest light opera theatres, recently, that the 
McGooseley,”’ said the Hon. Billy. “ You are fellow-sutferers, for sweetest little brunette in the company came across the dearest 
you have both been ruined by the dar.” little blonde, sopping up gin and peppermint in the inner bar at 
oe “The Albion.” And, talking about tamily matters, they naturally 
THERE was an Archbishop of Derry, came at length to “the shop.” when Rosie (that wis the blonde) 
Who appeared unaceonntably merry ; said, “Have you got a speaking part, dear!” “No, | haven't, 
When they wanted toknow | said Pussie (that was the brunette), * but Mr. Jineyertlats says Lm 
What excited him so, | ta Jno® pleturernine and give Ata epOne ie we Elbo, D ace 
iy foal CN ¢ ae e ” tink | shall manage it?’’ © Rather!” replied Rosie, quite spite- 
He replied, One and Bixpenay sheny | fully, “rather—partic‘larly if the local eolonr’d blue!” Then the 
* , golden fur tlew. 
“TL SAY, you're a pretty a of ay asserted Jones. © What's ee = ge ae 
up?" asked Smith. “ Why, before [took your house T asked you ’ 
if it was a healthy neighbourhood for children, and you said yours A LL Y S LO PE R S) A RT U N I 0 N. 
hadn’t had a day’s illness since you'd lived in the place, and here 
in six months mine have had measles, whooping cough, chicken pox The next picture to be given to one of the readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLI- 
diphther's scarlet fever, and [ don't know what else.” “ Still, I DAY," is an otl painting by ARTHUR HACKER, measuring 64 in, x 42 in. in a 
told you the truth,” said Smith ; “ J haven't gut any children, you splendid gold /ramejiand en/ttled 
know.” es FORSAKEN .’”? 
mi . « = é - iauey Make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this announce- 
e THAT'S ane ett shall get an Infroaiatisn tehier, mie young ihe b aneassunermanitectac visa as ment inclosed, together with your Name and Address, any time berore June 30th, 
ireen, ut a ball. “Don't, my boy.” said old Whisead, “she's a ib Motel TOR nv bol . San nuninean Sees 
S(aik cartridge. Aa blank cartridwe |” exclaimed young Green. W ie chapeau was not Worth @ toss ; Ae dddrrss— Sees ERS ART USING Brine 
“What do you mean?” “Why, loaded with powder, to be sure! Whenia frleudjeald,\< Dear:me ! Sprouts, our greengrocer, says ‘is ‘oss : CRS ; gelato 
} Ak. you. mi ys Pp p e. What a mug you must be, is better hoff than he is, cos he’s got ©4° This Picture is on View evern day between 10 a.m, and 6 p.m., except Satur 
Can’t you see it? To wear such a bally old goss,” plenty of ‘oof. days, when the hours are 10 a.m. and 1 pm, 


age 


nce 


Saturday, May 30, 1891.) 
TOOTSIE ON LADIES’ DAY. 


—~_— 


Tue OAKS, of course, is the Ladies’ dav, and differs much from 
the Derby, if there be tine weather ou both, otherwise it sometimes 
is a bit 
rough even 
thenonthe 
road, but | 
dou't think 
it is ever so 
bad_as the 
Derby- day 
road was 
in what 
was called 
the “good 
old days,” 
when the 
Marquis 
of Water- 
ford and 
his friends 
were about 
town, see- 
ing what 
they called 
life. In 
those days, 
and later, 
it seems 
that par- 
ties af 
young 
men, wear- 
ing paper 
noses, 
would tra- 
vel down in drags, and blow parched peas into the faces of passers by. 
It would be difficult, [ presume, for anyone quite sober to explain 
the humour of this proceeding, but it was then taken to be an 
immense joke. The opinion of any poor wretch who thereby lost 
his sight | have not found recorded. Another screaming bit of fun 
was to throw bags of flour and even shop “‘uns.” The sentiments 
of the miserable girls who had saved up their money to buy frocks, 
and were thus bespattered, I cannot tind anywhere written down. 
Sometimes rival drags met, and did battle roval with the above- 
quoted missiles, and afterwards got down and fought with tisticuffs, 

There were turnpikes then upon the road, and so lawless and 
ruflianly were the crew going to the races, that the harmless old 
ventlemen usually in charge of the gates were supplanted, or backed 
up, that day by prize-tighters, who, on 


Real Aristocrats, 


small provocation, let fly right and gt Ta ae 
left, and often maimed a tipsy simpleton Vega Nee oN 
for life. The Downs during the day- aM ies Fe 


time were a scene of 
terrible blackguardism, 
and there were booths 
where dreadful exhi- 
bitions were given, 
into which the police 
now and again broke, 
tumultuously collaring 
all, <At night it was 
a pandemonium, The 
refreshment booths 
had to be strongly 
guarded. Here and 
there large tires burnt, 
and sometimes, to pass 
the time away, a fight 
was improvised, and 
two human creatures, 
half naked, blood 
stained and bruised, 
fought furiously in a 
hollow, the spectators’ 
faces glowing in the 
red light like fiends, 

The Oaks is very 
ditferent to this, and 
some parts of the day 
isas orderly as any gar- 
den party. 

‘There are sometimes 
quite two thousand carriages, without counting cabs and other con- 
veyances, And then the lunch?) Such wine! such spreads! “ And 
ean’t some of the lady nobilities puta bit or two away,” says that 
Rilly, who had himself had two helps of everything in our hamper 
before anyone else began, 

Tottic Goodenough declares that Billy should not talk, as he 
wandered round the hill among the carriages picking up tasty 
little mouthfuls of lobster salad, game pie, ete. ; and really | see no 
reason to disbelieve her, for he seems to be in training fora feat of 
endurance—in eating. Nellie Hikiks says that, take him altogether, 
he’s fit to kill. 

I rezret to add that Billy's society has recently to me become 
unendurable, and how that Lardi—but there! Not content with 
decorating his hat with wooden dolls, he needs must hire a donkey 
on which to disport himself after the manner of a monkey. The 
poor donkey, a creature of noble countenance, saddened by long 
suttering, failing to see Billy’s joke, threw that mass of mummery 
over his head and hurt Billy much. The Dook Snook, though 
shabby, was well brushed, and having brought down all his avail- 
able capital, invested it in a“ certainty.” Owing to mistaking the 

oy winner's number, 

Sia as he, at the end of 

ao 5 the race, demand- 

oe = ed much bullion 

of the book- 
maker, who used 

words to the 

Dook reverse of 

complimentary, 
and now, I sup- 
pose, he will be- 
gin again borrow- 
ing half-crowns, 

Por my_ own 
part, when I had 
disem barrassed 
myself of my re- 
grettable sur- 
roundings, I 
wentonthestand, 
and with Lord 
Fitz Forearf and 
the Viscount de 
Spootfe had an 
extremely plea- 
sant time, they 
both insisting on 
lending me their 
field) glasses at 
the saine time, on 
condition that 
mentioned their 


H 
A rise in cattle. 


Cuook the plunger. 
article. 1 have 
done so,as you see.. How different is the high-priced noble to 
those Britanma metal make-believers the Dook, Billy and Bob! 
V positively dreal our seaside tour, : 


hames in this | 


—since March, 1&5. 
i} 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK. 


Cut out and fil? in the Label printed below,and post it to :— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shue Lane, Lunion, B.C. 


“ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” May 30th, 1894. 


Address ... 


Age...............Occupation, if any 


How many times applied . 


How long a Purchaser of 
the ‘‘Half-Holiday’’ 


The List sor this week will close on Tuesday evening next, 
June 2nd. ~The List for May 2rd will be published’ in the 
“* HALF-HOLIDAY" for June 6th, 


25lst WEEK. 
LIST FOR MAY 16th. 


“Sloper” Watches have been given to the following :-— 


1, CHARLES THATCHES, Gatekeeper, London Dock, 55 Walker Street, 
‘Thomas Street, Burdett Road. Age, 37 years, Subscriber—6 years, 37 
weeks. LONDON. 

2. CHARLES CLARKE, Perforator, 24 Nutbrook Street, Peckham. Age, 34 
years, Subscriber—6 years. LONDON, 


3. JAMES BRABNER, Messenger, 12 King Street, Bath Street, St. Luke's. Age, 
) LONDON, 
4. HARRY MORRIS, Engine Driver, Pinxton Wharf. Age, 32 years, Sub- 
ALFRETON. 
5. MARY WATSON, Actress, * Wine Shades Hotel.” Age, 24 years. Subscriber 
—since No, |. 


55 years. Subscriber— since beginning. 
seriber—6 years, 5 months, 


BARNSLEY. 


7. MARIA JOHNSON, Housekeeper, Audley Road. Age, 45 years. Subscriber 
—since No, 8. CHESTERTON. 

8 ARTHUR MEW, Railway Porter, 31 Nicholson Road, Addiscombe. Age, 25 
years, Subscriber—6 years, 39 weeks, CROYDON. 

9. JAMES H. CRAUSHAW, Clerk, 91 Lomax Street. Age, 27 years. Sub- 
scriber-— since commencement. DARWEN. 

10, ALBERT LYLEs, Banjo Instructor, Batley Carr. Age, 23 years. Subscriber 
nee July, 1885, DEWSBURY. 

11. JAMES TOD, Engineer, 11 Bread Street. Age, 16 years. Subscriber—6 
years, 9 months, EDINBURGH. 

12. JOSEPH HOLMES, Manager, 13 Lawson Street. Age, 30 years. Subscriber 
6 years, 23 we MARYPORT. 

3, Enyvine Driver, 4 Garth Cottages, Penvdarran. Age, 25 years. 
6 years, 1] months. MERTHYR TYDVIL. 

14. ROBERT THORP, Royal Marine, H.M.S. Boscawen, Age, 26 years. Sub- 
scriber—6 years, 27 weeks. PORTLAND. 

15. JAMES DEF, Letter Carrier, 10 St. Peter's Road, Earley. Aye, 14 yeurs. 
Subscriber—6 years, 18 weeks. READING, 

16. JOHN HENRY WILLIAMS, Labourer, 70 St. Michael's Street. Age, 20 
years, Subseriber — since June, 1884, SHREWSBURY. 

17, ARTHUR BURROWS, Lower Village Road. Age, 19 years. Subscriber— 
since June, 1585, SUNNINGHILL, 

18. THOS, COSBY, Bootmaker, 116 Rockwell Green, Age, 49 years, Subscriber 


13. CITAS, LE 


WELLINGTON. 
19. H. BARKER, Gunner, R.A. Institution, 1,G Block, Cambridge Cottages. 
Age, 34 vears. Subseriber—217 weeks regular, WOOLWICH. 


20, ALFRED DINNAGE, Gardener, 7 Beckett Ruad, Age, 25 years, Subscriber 


—6 years, 11 months. WORTHING. 


GIRLS TO GET ON WITH. 
No, 12.—THE LADY BARBER. 


Last, though anything but least, 
Underneath the present heading, 
Comes that cheeky little beast 
Whom I find I'm ever dreading, 
Lest. by some unlucky slip, 
Made whilst Joking at her duty, 
She should separate my lip, 
Or remove my nose’s oe 
From my face’s fatal uty. 
Buxom barberess is she 
At ashanty in the City— 
Impudent to a degree, 
And proportionately pretty. 
Ogling eyes of tender blue, ; 
Laughing lips and laughing dimple ; 
Such a pretty ankle (twe /), 
Did Llike’em?) Justa few! 
Though | am so strangely simple. 


Don't I recollect the day 
That we first chummed up together ! 
Broke the ice in usnal way— 
Smashed it with the topic, * Weather,” 
This accomplished, nothing more 
Easy than to put the query, 
“ Meet me later near the door? 
Never met me, eh, before? 
Don't let that disturb you, dearie !"” 


Ever since we've always been 
Fairly fond of one another— 
Just such love as springs between 
Sister and (her school-friend’s) brother. 
“Shave, please?" To the soap she'll run, 
Take the brush in hand and mix it. 
“What, dear?) How’'ll I have it done? 
Close, of course: a close shave’s fun! 
Just as cluse as you can fix it!” 
—Don JUAN, JUNIOR, 


—_——_>—__—_ 


A WRONG IMPRESSION. 

PEN brings a lot of it on himself. The other day Mrs, Penhecker 
said, “ P., 1 want you to bring me home a good book of fairy tales 
when you go into the City to-morrow.” “1 don't approve of fairy 
tales,” answered Pen.: “I consider that they are deceptive, and 
calculated to give children a wrong impression of life.” “What 
do you mean, P.?” inquired his better half. “ Why, they nearly 
all wind up,” replied the wretched man, “ with the hero and heroine 
being married and living Reply ever afterwards,” Then the 
music played and the figure moved. 
eg 


DONE AGAIN! 

IN spite of what its detractors may say to the contrary, Sloper’s 
Island is a nice lovely spot. There is always something going on, 
The latest excitement was a School Board election, during which 
the doctor slated the parsonas though he was a homaopathist, and 
the parson retaliated on the doctor as though he was a Dissenter , 
while one-half of the inhabitants made life a misery for the other 
haif by canvassing for their favourite representative. “Well, Mr. 
SLOPER,” said someone on the evening of the election, “how have 
you voted?” * Promise me you won't divulge if I tell you,” ex- 
claimed the Ancient Wreck. “On my honour !” replied the other. 
“Well, then, L voted by ballot.” 


FATAL JEALOUSY. 


THEY called themselves the “ Piecolomini Family,” but they 
were no toore vt family than Lam, and Italy was not their birthplace. 
They trapped the 
oof-bird by swing- 
ing about on bars 
and ropes and things 
at the halls, and 
they were a com- 
pany of three—one 
woman and two 
men, “A company 
of three!” you say, 
forcing a tone of 
surprise into your 
utterance, and 
beaming a sardonic 
smile—“two's com- 
pany and three’s 
none!" But this ob- 
servation, let me tell 
you, is as uncalled- 
for now as it is un- 
graminaticalalways, 
They were a com- 
pany of three—and 
so three’s a com- 
pany, too. 

To see them going 
through their per- 
fgymance at night, 
one would never 
have guessed that 
the taller of the 
men, he with the 
dark curly hair and 
the well cut features, was passionately in love with the woman, 
And yet, such was undoubtedly the case, as you shall judge. 

It was a week before the day fixed for their marriage—I mean 
the marriage between Robb Rawlinson and Dorothy Wyndowe, of 
the renowned “ Piccolomini Family.” Dorothy looked forward to 
their union with a happy heart. Robb, on the other hand, seemed 
now as if he would like to back out of the contract. Some kind 
friend had told him Dorothy was in love with Alf Langham, and 
had only consented to become his (Robb's) wife because Alf was a 
married man, At this time (“a week before the day fixed for their 
marriage”), Langhain told Dorothy he had something to say to 
her—something he wouldn't like her future husband to know of, 
Alf's story was not an original one. He had married a woman 
who had deserted him, and whom he was willing to forgive if she 
would only come back and begin life anew. Would Dorothy use 
her intluence with his “old woman” !—would she take a little 
note to her for 
him, and try to 
get her to listen to 
reason? “And 
mind you don't 
tell Robb. He 
laughed at me 
when I told him 
I was guing to 
marry her—said it 
would sure to turn 
out badly—and I 
shouldn't like bim 
to know it has.” 

Dorothy would 
do as he asked. 
oor Alf! there 
were tears in) his 
eyes when he 
started his story ; 
there were more 
now, but he was 
happier. 

Two nights be- 
- fore the wedding. 
The © Piccolomini 
Family " had done 
their “turn” at 
the Pavoli, and 
were on their wav 
in the dusty oid 
brougham, to the 
Tivolero, there to 
repeat their “ marvellous and sensational performance.” 

Alf Langham had his letter ready. He smuggled it into Doro- 
thy’s hands; but the light of a lamp fell upon their actions, and 
Robb Rawlinson saw, 

“Show me that letter,” he said to Dorothy, as the two stood in 
the wings, waiting for Alf, who was a little late in dressing, 

“T cannot; 1 have promised,” the girl answered. 

Robb grew white with rage. 

“ There'll be an accident to-night,” he muttered to himself, “and 
that accident will happen to Alf.” 

The performance was nearly over, There remained but one more 
thing todo. Robb, on the swinging trapeze, must catch Alf by the 
wrists as the latter dives from above, If Robb fails, Alf must miss 
the net and be dashed to pieces on the stage. 

F ie you ready?” comes the usual warning from the roof. 

es, 

Robb swings into position ; the other drops, but Robb draws his 
hands away as Alf is about to seize them, and Langham falls— 
falls with 
frightful 
speed to 
the stage, 
crushing to 
death a wo- 
man who 
was stand- 
ing there 
thinking 
how — well 
she loved 
the man she 
was to 
marry on 
themorrow. 

Rawlinson 
heard Doro- 
thy’s death 
cry—saw 
her poor 
distorted 
body — but 
went on 
swinging. 
a4 called 
to him to 
drop into 
the net,and 
Langham, 
with his last 
breath, 
joined — in 
the call, But still Robb went on swinging. Weaker and 
wenker grew the motion of the trapeze; then it stopped. and 
the lifeless body of the wretched man was taken down and pur 
with the rest. 


Going through their performances, 


MM Miss 5 


“Show me that letter.” 


Crushed to death. 


ee 
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: . - <S—= “I think, dear, T shall give up dancing 

The Gentleman, related to all the e® ». r altogether, my husband insists that I shall 
crowned heads of Europe, who offers his In the Good Old Days they manage! without the Philosopher's Stone. waltz with no one but himself, and where 
William Une. That's about enough, Clarence; one more five hundred, fs the fun in that ?"—£xtract srom Letter 
and we'll go and get a drink. ef Young Lady. 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those | EWED BY A. SLO PE R.—SI R JOH N LU BBOC K. 
of her friends whow portraits have not yet been inserted, 
TOOTSIBEB’S FRIENDS. 


- 1.) The Eminent was pretty nearly done up: the dissipation ofthe Derby, follow. | baronet, applauding, “von area born actor!” A.SLOPER bowed his acknowledg- 
{ng so soon after the waggeries of Whitsun——(7.) (Oh, 'Arriet, sweet litte ‘Arriet! | ments, and expressed a wish to be enlightened as to the natural history of bees in 

A. SLOPER oft wonders if you found your ‘Arry when on Bank Holiday he, A.S., | general.——(3.) “Certainly!” said Sir John. “Now, that hovering round your 

came on thee disconsolate, and ina fatherly way comfurted thee with yin and ras | organ of smell, taking it, no doubt, for a peony, isa fine specimen of the bombus 

berry at the “Spaniards.” Urgh! A.S. cannot keep back that sigh)—had been nearly terristris, or drone, Have you ever seen a queen bee 7 "——-(4.) “ But one, Sir Jghn, 

_ = teu much for the Venerable, and he longed for the quiet rest a pleasant afternvon | und that was plaved by my daughter in pantomime. ‘Twas but a one line part, 

No. 184.—MIss Awy MONTROSR. j Would afford him this lovely weather amidst bees and butterflies, Bank Holiday--bees! | consisting of the words,*i am the Queen Bee!" It was my child's first appearance 

“Alas! this fatal passion which consumes me.” Why not combine business with pleasure, and run down to Sir Juhn Litboock's in dialogue—an anxious time for a parent, Sir Jo—(5.) Just then a real queen 
—The Dook Snook, | — delightful home and interview him? A.SLOPER received a hearty welcome, and | bee, fulluwed by a mob of ruffianly and uumannerly workers, caine swooping dawn 

“ Abeve all other fair ones I esteem her.” —Lurd Bub, Was anon taken into the garden to see Sir John's bees, “I hope vou are fond of bees, und wanted to swarm on the Mouldy One, who would have indignantly resented 
* While this heart beats ‘twill beat alone for thee !” Mr. SLOPER?” “My favourite insect, Sir John,” and then A. SLOPER recited, with | the familiarity had he not thought it politic to tly for his life. A. SLUPER has now 


—The Hon. Billy. j appropriate action, “The Busy Bee,” of Watts. “Splendid!” cried the worthy | resolved never again to interview gentlemen who have a weakness for bees. 
Se ae cece he ee Selassie 


THE LAIRD HIRES A PORT GLASGOW ASSASSIN. 


al es 


2 My \GG4 Yy 


nd let blaze when I tell ye 


(Ly “ Jist stop there, ‘sassin, ar 
he's comin’. 


(2) “"Sassin, ‘sassin, Hibdr pit the French nails (3.) “ Dang me,” said the Assassin. “ A ‘ave shot the wrang ‘un! bit that 
rt " 


other devil's raised a rid hot bump cn me heed 
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Dine ee aug Clieraeeane? ¥ = Reveirtis Park: Parade 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. f] 


As the result of the Derby will be known ong before these lines are in print, it is useless | oaths the streets resound, The Derbyites are homeward bound :—The Hallelujah notes so sad Make 
your humble servant discussing the race, I will, therefore, rest content with hoping that all my | Jobert bold feel awfully bad :—A narrow shave, we must confess, The Greek saved Russia's Prince, H ' 
patrons have succeeded in spotting the winner. Proceed, please :-— Whit Monday—well, the name, | I quess :—The horse parade, in spite of rain, Proved quite successful in the main.—lf there is one 


ts qoud :—The Yankee cruiser tries to find Her prey, but fate proves too unkind :—With yells and | about a happy day, why, even Rosherville takes a back seat——THE SILOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


— ———. 


| you bet, Would better be if turned to Whet :—For influenza people should Eat lots of fruit, for it | thing | admire more than another about Epsom week, it is the return home from the Derby. Talk 


MATRIMONIAL DIFFERENCES. 


A WONDERFUL DISCOVERY. 

The above was recently dug out of the bed of the Thames near 
Battersea, and is supposed to be the skull of one of SLOPER'S 
ancestors, The year one is supposed to be the date of the gentleman's 
existence on this earth. 


at 


HIS ONLY CHANCE. 
1st Medical Student, You surely ain't playing cards against your- 


Vie 


. : a Lady Purchaser. Yes, they are a splendid fit, and five shillings a pair, you say? Well, I will self, Furguson ? } 
re I Seialways had a presentiment that I sha‘n't live to be old. take six pairs. By-the-by, show mea pair of gentleman's gloves. he Y y 2nd ‘Medical Student, Well, ain't it the only thing to do when a 
+ (sprteruliy), Don't worry yourself, Angelina, your presentiment Shopman, Certainly, madam ; about the same price ? you've no spondulicks, and you're waiting for the guv' to send a ! 


has already proved false. Lady Purchaser, Oly dear vv! about one shilling and elevenpence—they are ouly for my husband, cheque for more new books ? ( 


174 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 
EASE HER! BACCARAT HEL: STOP TIER! 


AJ SLOPER hastens (at the last moment) to deny the statement 
made in several quarters that he will give evidence in the Baccarat 
Case. Being on triendly terms with the plaintiff and all the defen- 
dants, and owing money to every one of them, he very uaturally 


wishes to avoid giving offence to either side. We feel sure that the 
Eminent’s sense of delicacy in the matter will be appreciated not 
only by the parties to the case, but by the general public. Quite 
apart from this, H.R. has particularly requested ALLY to deny 
the rumours as to his—Albert Edward's—financial embarrassments, 
and to give equal publicity to the fact that—“ To enable you to 
compete for his £1,000 Prize, you must show SLOPER that you 
have bought his paper for six months ; therefore, commencing with 
“ALLY SLopEn’s HALF-HOLIDAY’ for Jannary 3rd, 189], cut out 
the first paragraph in‘ Ally-Campane’ from each week's paper, and 
keep the cuttings by you until June 27th, 1891, when you will have 
twenty-six in your possession, Then add two lines to complete the 
following Nursery Rhyme :— 


“There was an old Fossil named SLOPER, 


He fell down the stairs, 


That unfortunate, fruity, old SLOPER!” 


The dotted lines have to be filled in, and the first, and second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Rhyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 
with the twenty-six cuttings, as soon after June 27th as you can, 
to “Sloper’s £1,000 Competition.” Don't post the 
Khyme or any of the cuttings until you have the twenty-six—that 
ix, one from each week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” commencing January 
3rd, 1891, and ending June 27th, 1801, To the writer of the best 
Rhyme will be awarded £1,000, A. SLOPER, ever thoughtful, 
keeps Back Numbers in stock. «» « 
* 


AT a large gathering of the fair sex, held in Vienna for the dis- 
cussion of Woman's Rights, one lady opened the question as to 
whether women should claim to 
be soldiers, It was met by the 
answer that women were the 
sustaining elemeut of humanity, 
while men constitute the de- 
stroying element. Now, we 
have often advocated the forma- 
tion of a regiment of Amazons, 
as doubtless the lady who 
started the question is aware; 
but we have always maintained 
that a smart figure, and acertain 

roportion of good looks, should 

e insisted upon as 2 necessary 
Lae gen for enlistment, 
zadies possessed of these ad- 
vantages, however, don't go in 
for “Women’s Rights "—they 
nre content to marry, and make 
their husbands happy, or other- 
wise, as the case may be. It is 
the less favoured ones who, des- 
pairing of success in the cause 
of Venus, seek distinction in 
that of Mars. These women 
would not look well in a uni- 
form; and though they would 
doubtless exercise a terrifying 
effect upon the enemy, their 
eurolment as defenders of 
their country would not mect 
with the success which would 
otherwise be attendant upon so novel and interesting a departure. 

* 2 


* 

THE emphatic success of The Late Lamented, as Mr. Fred 
Horner calls his clever adaptation of M. Bisson's three-act farce, 
Feu Toupinel, 
ought to compen- 
sate Mrs. John 
Wood in some 
degree for the 
disappointment 
she must have ex- 
perienced at the 
tnilure of The 
Volcano toattract 
the wily  play- 
goers to the 
Sloane Street 
temple of 
Thespis. The 
limited space at 
—— our disposal is 
wholly inade- 
quate for a de- 
scription of the 
piece, suffice it 
that the farce 
gives ample op- 
portunity to each 
of the excellent 
company of 
artistes engaged. 
Mrs. John Wood, 
in particular, has 
alpart peculiarly 
suited to her 
: powers, and it is, 
verhaps, needless to remark that she extracts all the fun possible 
rom it. There is only one matter for regret, and that is that Mr, 
Weedon Grossmith, who, by his clever impersonations, has so 
materially assisted in the success of former productions, is not 
iuciuded im the cast. 


| as healthful and decorous exercise, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THIS is early summer, and the giddy darlingette—unless she is 
fortunate enough to be blessed with parents or relations who will 
vjilot her through the dangers and 
tlolighits of a London * season" — pase’ 
lays aside her fun iu favour of the > oN 
racquet, deserts the ballroom for ‘ 
the tennis-court, and wild delight 
of the mazy dance for the delirium 
of a hotly contested “set.” Now is We 
the time for making the running 
with that handsome young curate, 
whose rector does not approve of 
dancing, but who looks upon tennis 


Now is the season when the longed 
for garden party is converted by 
the rain into a damp and dismal— 
failure; the time to contract acute 
lumbago and rheumatism by sitting 
on damp grass, and eating an a/ 
Sreseo luncheon, called a “ pic-nic.” 
Sweet breath of early summer, thou 
art indeed most welcome, 


* 

WE little thought when, only a 
few weeks back, we published the 
portrait of Henry Sampson in the 
“PLO.S. Portrait Gallery,” he was 
so soon to be taken from our midst, 
Pendrazon’s name will long be re- 


membered as a fearless and out- 
spoken writer on all subjects, and 
ale as the creator and originator 
of a new departure in journalism. Far more lasting than granite 
or marble, the best tablet to Hleury Sampson's memory and ability 
is The Ltvferee, se 

* 


£1:1:O0 and the “SLorer AWARD OF MERIT” have been 
presented to GEORGE H, BARNES, 15 Oliver Street, Nottingham, 
tor the “ Best Hints on Ball-Room Etiquette.” 

On entering the room, slide across the floor to the first girl you recognize, shake 
hands, collar her programme and murk about six dances, chiefly waltzes, When 
dancing, tread on her toes, forgetting ty apologize; when at supper, eat very 
little, but drink plenty, This gives the legs elasticity for dancing. Then get 
your wrong Lut and go home. °° 


THERE'S a whole host of star artistes appearing just now at the 
London Pavilion, The programme was so good, the other night, that 
the refreshment bars were deserted, and the house packed, too, 

[nd 


THE Derby of 1891 is a thing of the past. This very clever and 
strikingly original remark, taken in conjunction with the accom- 
panying illustration, 
will doubtless lead 
the expectant reader 
to suppose that a fur- 
ther perusal of this 
paragraph will prove 
that A, SLOPER has 
written = something 
funny in connection 
with this, the greatest 
of our classical races. 
Expectant reader, it 
pains us to disappoint 
you; but, alas! the 
Derby is, at present, 
the last subject upon 
which the Eminent 
would choose to write 
jestingly. When the 
Sporting Littérateur 
reflects upon the 
worldliness of three- 
gard sharpers and 
thimble-riggers. the 
deceitfulness of 
jockeys, the uncer- 
tainty of “dead 
snips,” the invisibility 
(after the race) of the 
bookmaker with 
whom he backed his 
only winner, and 
the emptiness of the 
Sloperian exchequer, he realizes to the full that it is ill jesting with 
an aching heart. The amount of satisfaction derived by him during 
the process of converting his betting-book into pipe lights, and 
raising a temporary loan upon his tield glasses, words cannot express. 


= 
THERE is no truth inthe rumourthat the Eminent has dispensed 
with the services of the gentleman invested with the editorial 
supervision of this paper owing to the contemplated appearance of 
an article entitled “Our Embarrassed Chief.” These sorts of state- 
ments get about almost before one can say Phil Robinson, 


s 
THE Crumbling Edifice has very wisely conferred the “ Sloper 
Award of Merit” upon Captain J. ForsEY, because he's done such 
a lot for the Naralrics. “ The sort of capting as could Foursey any- 
thing, ain't he, feyther?” suggested the Spring Chicken, And the 
Old Man adjourned and wept bitterly to think that the son whose 
opinion he values so highly could make such an utter ass of himself. 


= 

IN spite of fhe extensive preparations for his Whitsuntide 
Jambouree, A. SLOPER, accompanied by his better half, Alexandry 
and the Elder McNab, found time to 
run into the Raglan Music Hall on Sat- 
urday evening, May 16th. The Pioneer 
of Purity made his usual searching in- 
quiry and inspection of the premises, 
sampling the different drinks at the 
different: bars, interviewing the artistes 
and examining the drains, and at the 
finish he was euabled to sign the follow 
ing certificate—* Havingsh visited the 
Raglaush Musicsh Hallsh—(hic)—in my 
oficial. capacitysh on the Vigilansh 
Committ—(hic)—I[ am in a positionsh 
to say that it is one of the best con- 
ductedsh hallsh in the world—(hic)— 
the programme and fluids being equally 
strongsh,” (More hies.) 

* 


THE ball, which was to have been 
given at Mildew Court, to signalize the 
“coming out” of Cousin Evelina, has 
been indefinitely postponed. This must 
not be confused in any way with the 
“coming out” of Billiam the Gory, 
which took place at Holloway last week, 


TBSEN is making” headway at “The 
Sloperies.” Nowadays, when the Emi- 
nent comes home, under the inthience 
of sherbet, they speak of him in Hedda 
Gabler-ish language as having “vine- 
leaves in his hair.” Six months ago 
they would have said he was tight. 
Alexandry says, “The vine-leaf idea is pretty enough, but it's all 
rot, ‘cos, in the first place, the Fabric ain't got no ‘irsute acorn: 
ments to stick ‘em in, and, even if he ‘ad. a few Jeaves ‘ud be no 
| sood—the Old ’Un ‘ud sop up a whole bally vineyard.” 


(Saturday, May 30, 1891. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING JUNE 6th, 189], 
plaewasss 

31st May, 1837.—.Joe Grimaldi, the famous clown, died this 
day, aged 58. It had been his habit for some time previous to his 
death to spend a portion of each evening in the society of a few 
old friends at the * Marquis of Cornwallis,” Pentonville. Utterly 
bereft of the use of his limbs, he used to be carried to and fro on 
the back of Mr. Cook, the landlord. He seemed merrier than usual 
the last evening, and said, on parting with his host, “God bless you, 
my boy. I shall be ready for you to-morrow night.” Next morning 
he was found dead in bed. 


ailway, a train was overthrown, and an mitompt made ’ rob the 
alling. The driver 


interfering in what did not concern him. 


_ 6th June, 1850,—Mr. Samuel Rovers, the poet, was this even- 
ing knocked down iu the street by a cab and seriously injured, 


A LOVE-SONG. 
BONNIE birds above me singing, 
Meadow flowers beneath me springing, 
Buttertlies around me winging, 
Powerless is your presence to imbue my soul with bliss, 
Why is this? why is this?) Why, I miss—oh ! I miss— 
Mary’s arm about me cliuging, 
Mary’s laughter near me ringing, 
Mary's eyes upon ine flinging 
Looks of warm affection to inspire my heart with bliss! 


Summer sun above me gleaming, 
Gentle waters near me streaming, 
Earth, with tlowers to tempt me teeming, 
All your charms are precious, yet a sweeter charm T miss, 
There's a bliss that I miss. What is this? It is this:— 
Dainty dreamer with me dreaming, 
Bonnie eyes upon me beaming, 
Sunny scenes around me seeming 
Changed into a fairyland by fairy Mary’s kiss! 


————_s—__—_. 


IT WAS THERE! 


SHE was only a poor, scrubby woman. Her hair was unkempt, 
her face was unconventional as to soap and water, and her clothiny 
was scant and of the meanest quality, also was it much worn and 
more ragged. But she wore a bustle—not one of your home-mad:: 
affairs, but a real shop bustle; a bustle not of back numbers of 7hr 
Star and string. but a bustle composed of wires and springs and 
tapes. Nay, more—it was a bustle reinforced by reeds, whose out- 
lines stood out frankly beneath the scant drapery which served but 
to make its exterior framework visible. How contentedly did she 
ply her brush upon the granite steps! She was poor; she was con- 
temptibly clad; her occupation was menial. But she bore herself 
happily—nay, Jauntily—in the proud consciousness of the bustle, 
which made up for all deficiencies, and obliterated all sorrow and 
sadness, all grief and gloom, She knew it was there! Vive la 


tvurnure ! 
—— 


FANCY FAIR FAIRY TALES. 


IN answer to various inquiries from fair correspondents who are 
desirous of entering on the gipsy tent lay in approaching bazaars 
and fancy fairs, ALLY begs to suggest that the following will bea 
very good formula, which can be varied to suit the age of the 
victim :—“ You have been through illness in your youth, and have 
suffered disappointment. You have loved. There is a fair (or 
dark) woman in your planet, | fear she is inclined to deceive you. 
Death has visited your family. You are courageous, intelligent and 
discriminating, and the opportunity for improving your position, 
for which you have so long looked forward, will soon arrive, and 
those talents which are now hidden under a bushel will then be 
acknowledged by the whole world.” If he wants more than that 
for half a crown, he must be a hog and deserves to go without. 


oe 


OUT OF EVIL COMETH GOOD. 


“WHAT dreadfully changeable weather, is it not?” observed a 
City merchant. “ Most of my clerks are suffering from colds or 
coughs.” “How very unfortunate!” ejaculated another merchant. 
“Don't you find it awkward?” “Oh, dear, no !—quite the con- 
trary. You see,a cold keeps them at home during the evenin:. 
and it does not interfere with the work nearly sv much as the 
ordinary evening's booze.” 


‘ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£150 will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Pre 
prictor of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” te 610 
nesrt-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Servants 
on duty excepted) wha shall happen to meet with his or her death 
in a Railway Accident, in any part of the United Kingdom. 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF 
HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout tl 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 8 o'clock, and tr 
Tnaurance lasts one week from that time, cepiring at & veleck 
the follwing Thursday morning. 
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Saturday, May 30, 1891.) 


[An enthusiastic stamp-collector lately, on hearing that a lady possessed a 
certain stamp, Which he coveted for his collection, advertised that he would, to 
| gain this prize, willingly marry the lady.) 


o~————~, = d WEDDING-AR- 
COs nat? P =" RANGEMENTS 
, we 2D A | in modern days 


9:8 ™e yous Y 
” < 


» Aes!” hard end) 
pool | ay BS 
pad > mp. Pe) 


Bob up in various 
curious ways ; 

That some wed fer 
affection we ott 
have proof— 

While some wed 
for — position, 
and some for 
“oof "— 

Some for great 
beauty, and 
some for gains, 

ae Will seek to be 
bound in) EHy- 
men’s chains ; 

But now we dis- 
cern, by Pubii- 
city’s lamp, 

/ One who would 
f wed—for a 
Vostage Stamp! 


INGE 


REFRAIN. 
Saying. “ Angel divine, 
Be mine! Be mine! 
Wherever you are, 
Or near or far— 

Oh, do not my amorous ardour damp! 
Whatever you be 
Doesn't matter to me— 
If frightful or fair 
I don’t much care— 

If you have my longed-for Postage Stamp 


Yes ; if any stamp his collection lacks, 

The Philatelist thus his cranium racks ; 

He'll not only dash over land and sea 
Wand'ring wherever that stamp may be, 

But, if a lady should own this “ pet,” 

He'll bravely walk into Hymen's net — 
Providing, of course, that he and she 

Are to enter that bond sufficiently free! 

And he'll say, “Oh, duck divine,” etc. 


—_—>—_ 


A PRETTY WIT. 

THE Eminent was telling one of his favourite stock anecdotes 
the other day about one time when he had the toothache and tied 
a piece of string to the offending molar, fastening the other end of 
the twine to a bullet, which he inserted in a pistol, and ultimately 
shot his tooth out. Of course, we all know the yarn by heart; but 
it happened that young Lord Knowswho was in the office at the 
time, and he exclaimed, in his impetuous manner, “ Oh, | say, that’s 
toothin.” On the contrary, my lord,” replied ALLY, “ It was tooth out 


 §SLOPER’S PRESENTS. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
what you are in want of, and post it ta:— 


ALLY'S “VRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Enceclope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


"Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” May 30th, 1894. 


Name 0... 
Address 


Want® 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given, 
226th WEEK. 


LIST FOR MAY 16th. 


The following “ Presents” have been made :— 


1, MRS, MATHEWS, 43 Romily Road, Highbury, LONDON. 
A MUSICAL ALBUM. 
2. ROBERT C. CLINCH, 6 Tudor Road, CARDIFF. 


A ORICKET BAT. 
TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
column Jree of charge, provided the 
Sender's Name and Address are inclosed, 
not for publication, but as a guarantee 
of good faith, Tootsie undertakes to 
orward, unopened and post-free, all 
letters received in reply to the adver- 
tisements, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


ILDA, who is rather tall, fair, good 
figure, foul of home, and thoroughly 
domesticated, would like to hear froma gentle- 
Mun, 1 between 30 and 40, who needs a loving 
little wife. Pletse address, in strict confidence > 
“Hn * Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 
J ACK, tall, fair, and considered goud- 
_ looking; in good Position, and of a very 
loving disposition, wishes to correspond with a 


young lady, aged abont 18, affectionate amd musical. 

ti to * JACK,” Tootsies Matrimonial Agency. 

A LADY, aged 28, medium height, fair, cheerful and loving, is 
hirtt ;npaions to correspond, with a view to marriage, with a gentleman (hy 
vray about ownage, Seml photo, which will be returned, Address —" GEK- 
TRUDE.” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. ea : 


BLANcOrL (Aged 23), 


Please send photo, in con- 


OBERT, aged 24, dark and rather tall, good all-round athlete, 
Wishes to correspond with young lady of good appearance, with view to 


Matrimony. Plea: ide: “ ares ., : 
ontal Aewney, se inclose photo, in confidence, to RUBERT,” Tootsie’s Matri- 


\¢ nl J i 
ANCASHIRE LASS, aged 17, tall, dark, of good appearance, 


wishes to correspond with a young man, aged from 20 to 26. PI 

hoto, which will be returned if desired. "Address" L IRE Lass," 

- s le ress— NCAS ss," 

Pvotsic 8 Matrimonial Agency. sisal 

NrotcNa RENEE RETAP Oia Tnee 

TY OUNG GENTLEMAN, aged 27, with abont £300 a year from 
business, good-looking, fair, 5 feet 10 inches, would lke to correspond with 


A Fee young lady with means, matrimonially inclined. Dark eyes and hair 
oO 


ed. Photos returned and reser se address. St! 
otsie’s Matrimonial Agency, on creas Bt 


ai 
{ 


A MARRIAGE SIAMP-EDE. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 
———— 

SUAKIN, April 28th, 1891. 
DEAR S1R,—I have received the letter and Medal from ALLY 
Soper, Esq. The tardiness of my grateful acknowledgment (I 
have missed a post) is not an indication that [do not value the 
honour he has done me in sending me this Medal, Everybody here 
congratulates me on being the possessor of such a distinction, and 
I only hope that [ have deserved it. I send you a rhyme, made by 
acomrade. | have no wit or invention myself, but Lam grateful 
for the Medal, and proud to have it. | also inclose a letter from 
Sir Francis Grenfell, our general, who has, in his house at Cairo, in 
an honoured place, an illuminated manuscript in which, | think, 
an umbrella ap 

Yours faithfully, J.R. BEECH (20th Hussars), 
P.S.—A severe dust storm is blowing, and has concealed the out- 
come of my friend's muse ina heap of coral stones, [ must tind 

and send it next mail, 


*.* The following isthe letter from Sir Francis Grenfell referred 
to by Captain Beech :-— ‘ . 
MAISON ALI, PACHA FEHMY, CAIRO, March 27th, 1891, 
My Dear Beecn—My old triend ALLY SLOPER sends you a 
letter, which L forward, 1 hope you are getting on all right. 
Yours sincerely, F. GRENFELL, 


VINCENT’S CLUB, OXFORD, May 8th, 1891. 
DEAR S1R,—Will you accept my hearty thanks for electing mea 
member of the F.O.S. and sending me your * Award of Merit”? 1 
should have acknowledged it a long time back, only it was not 
forwarded on from college,and I have only just received it, having 
been down from college this term. | appreciate the honour you 
have doue me very much, and am quite proud of the *testamur.” 
lam, dear sir, yours faithfully, CHAS, W. KENT. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


No. 63—HE Gets A Werry NASHTY KNOCK FROM LoRD 
TENNYSON, 

(“ Breaksh, breaksh, breaksh, At sha foot o’ shy cragsh, O Shea! But sha 
tenderish grayshishish daysnishisn dead Will neversh come basksi to me!" — 
ALLY SLOPER, in a fit.) 

THE Mildewed Bard, with high regard, 
Had long called Alf his “rhyming pard.” 
The Laureate Peer for many a year 

Had held the Pote of Mildew dear. 

The Wreck would bleat, “ Your * Maud’ is sweet; 
Thanks, thanks, old boy, Till take it neat!” 
While Alf would say, “I'm ne'er so gay 

As when I get 'ALF-HOLIDAY!” 

And thus the twain, in cordial vein, 

Would drink, discourse, and drink again, 
But clouds will rise in sunniest skies, 

And Love grows cold, and Friendship dies, 
And ne'er again those genial twain 

Shall genial draughts together drain, 


Old Rusty pate, with soul irate, 

Was weeping o’er his cashless state, 

When to his ear came tidings queer: 

Tord Tennyson, his comrade dear, 

Grown tired of ease, had faked a wheeze 

Of selling milk and eggs and cheese ! 

Then thump, thump, thump, with joyful jump, : 
Went ALLY's heart : from pale to plump 

Turned ALLY'S cheek : and warm and sleek 

With hopeful gleam glowed ALLY's beak, 


Right slick he wrote a courteous note 

And sent it to the Milkman Pote. 

“ Dear Friend,—A bloke what's stony broke 
Would fain your generous aid invoke, 

So please engage the Mildewed Sage 

As milkboy at a trifling wage. 

He'll toil, | vow with sweating brow ; 
He'll milk full well the iron cow: 

From door to door, * Meee-yulk !‘ he'll roar 
And get you customers galore. 

He'll with you stay for paltry pay— 

His chuck and eighteenpence a day !” 


But sobs of shame shook SLOPER’s frame 
What time the Laureate’s answer came, 

For thus it ran—" You odious man, 

] ban you with my bitterest ban! 

How dare you dream of such a scheme 

As coming near my milk and cream ? 
Confound your cheek, you blithering Freak ! 
You know right well your fiery beak 

Has got the power of turneng sour 

The sweetest melk in half an hour!" 


—_——s 


FULL POWER. 


“T WENT into a shop yesterday to look at an American organ,” 
said Thompson, “aud 1 had just set down to try one, when a 
masher swell came up, and, in the most impertinent manner, said, 
‘Heah, you fellah, stop that infernal wow!’ 
the door and kicked him into the gutter.” “ Ah, I see," remarked 
Walker, “you worked the swell with your foot instead of your 
knee, as 1s usually the case.” 

Sig 


THE MESSAGE OF LOVE. 


WiTH a wound received in the fearsome fray, 
On the hospital pallet a soldier lay 
In agony, sighing his soul away, 
Oh, so wearily, wearily ! 
And he prayed for Death with a ceaseless plea, 
“Since never again for me,” said he, 
“Shall the bright sun shine upon land or sea, 
Cheerily, oh, so cheerily !” 


So he strove no more to avert his doom, 
And athwart him fell, like the midnight’s gloom, 
The shadow of Death and the silent tomb, 

Oh, so drearily, drearily ! 

Sut his nurse one morning approached his bed 
With a letter from England. He looked—he read~ 
He wept—he siniled—he upraised his head 

Cheerily, oh, so cheerily ! 


And he gazed no longer with wistful eve 

On the Angel of Death, drawing darkly nigh ; 

But he wrestled—he, who had yearned to die, 
Oh, so wearily, wearily !— 

Wrestled with torture and pain and ache: 

Wrestled, the chains of Despair to break : 

Wrestled with Death, for a loved one’s sake, 

Cheerily, oh, so cheerily ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


THE SMOKE NUISANCE—Having no tobacco and no money to 
buy any. 

MEN or (F)AME—Riflemen. 

OPERA GLASSES—Those drunk by librettist and composer 
during their lucubrations, 

THE PHILOSOPHER'S (S)TONE—A tone of contentment and re- 
signation, 

W Hy does an anarchist stump orator find fault with the Throne? 
Because the thrown, in his case, is generally rotten eggs. 

IF aman has lots of sovereigns and no coppers, is it correct to 
say that he has plenty of brasg 7? 


I got up, ran him to } 


$a 


SLOPERS SELECT LIBRARY. 
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BOLDEROCK. 
(A RomauNt oF YE OLDEN TyME.) 
_—s 
CHAPTER V.—( Continued ), 

A FROWN spread over the face of the Lady Mary Ann, nor could 
she huve cared to explain even to herself why it was there. A 
minute's thought caused her to 
chase it away, and she said— 

“Ye have many loves, good 
Pagan. Ye sing tirst of Susan- 
nahandthenot Sarah. Be there 
no laws against bigamy in Mast- 
ern climes!” 

“Ah, my lady!" said) the 
nigger, “it's only a way we 
hab, All de song books | have 
consuited, mostly have a 
woman in them, Let me see; 
dar’s ‘Gentle Jeannie Grav, 
‘Lillie Lee, ‘Mary Blane,’ * Annie Roo- 
ney, * Love me, Mary Aun, and ‘Come 
where my Love lies dreaming. * 

“Sir! Vd have ye remember not to 
make any such proposal in my presence, 
or ye shall taste of bread and water i 
the deepest dungeon in the castle. Come 
where your love lies dreaming, indeed !" 

“Oh! dat’sonlya song, my lady. Dar’s 
nothing improper meant, I ‘sure you.” 

“Sing me a song without these heathen 
women's names in it,” 

“I's difficult, my lady. 
not got up for * Killaloo’ or ‘ Bally hoo- 
ley’: but Ill try, though I've always 
done corner business up to date. And 
once more the catgut twanged obedient 
to his thumb, as he wailed forth— 


You see, I'm 


“T shall ever love thee, darling, 
With a heart both warm and true ; 
What the dickens is the next line? 
I forget it—rhymes with g!ne. 
Since the moment | first saw thee 
My heart's been all thine own; 
Tumty-umpty, umpty-tumpty, 
I shall cherish thee alone!” 


“Ye have sung well, good youth ; and we shall have more con- 
verse with thee anon,” said the Lady Mary Ann,as the singer knelt 
and kissed her hand, “Let him have refreshments and a bundle 
of straw, that he may sleep soft and rest his weary limbs.” 

° * » * . ° 

‘Twas the day before the tournay, and the sunset was gilding with 
its lurid glories the turrets of Bolderock Castle. The Lady Mary 
Ann leaned upon the battlements, and near her was the coloured 
minstrel, They had often met together, but this was the first time 
they had met alone. 

“ Lovely lady,” said 
the youth, “you have 
been kind to me; you 
have treated me like 
a man and a brudder. 
Dare I offer you a 
small token of my 
esteem?” 

“Speak, an't please 
you; but say naught 
that beseemeth not 
my dignity to hear.” 

“You go to the 
tournament to- 
morrow? Wall you 
accept this small 
packet, and use it 
early to-morrow 
morning according to 
the directions en- 
closed?) You shall 
never regret it; and 
it will enhance your 
loveliness in all eyes 
save mine.” 

“There is naught of 
diablerie in it, is 
there?” 

“None, my lady; it 
is used in the most 
pious’ families, 
whence I come.” 

“'Tis well, good youth. Ha! ‘tis the curfew; and I have still to 
put my hair in paper. Good night!" 

“I shall succeed,” muttered the youth, as he turned to the cell 
he occupied. 

“Hal ‘tis well I hid,” muttered the ancient minstrel, as he 
rl alge out of the interior of a disused hundred-ton gun into which 
he had crept for concealment. “ My vested interests have been en- 
dangered without compensation since this new troubadour has 
come, and now there are love tokens! 1 will dissemble! ha, ha!” 


CHAPTER VI. 

THE pageant wasn noble one. A great field had been inclosed 
with a high paling—abnormally high it was, for it was the custom 
_~ for youths, who 
nn — had not the bullion 

Le) at LZ = to pay the entrance 
ae i fee, to endanger 
7 . their trousers — by 
climbing the neigh- 

bouring trees, and so securing 
a free sight, despite the vigi- 
lance of the many shaveling 
monks who acted as police- 
men on the occasion, for the 
tournament was got up under 
the eve and for the benetit of 
the Church, The wily ecclesi- 
astics had not yet realized the 
value of the bazaar system of 
nusing cash,so when the funds 
ran low and the wine-cellar 
began to be empty, the [rior 
of Jorvalux held a meeting in 
the chapter heuse, and deci- 
ded that a tournament, got up 
| | ona diberal scale, would bring 


“T shall ever love thee, 
darling.” 


They met alone, 


We Hit 


I" 
~~ 


| a“yate” worth lilting. And 
i the good father had been right. 
i The gathering had proved a 
huge success, and inside the 
immense circle was a sea of 
; Ht NT faces. The grand stand was 
Wey | also filled to overflowing, 
; while a_ perfect galaxy of 
beauty aad! powerful nobles 
occupied the private boxes ot 
the pavilion. The Prior smiled a greasy smile, for he was tat. and 
gave vent toa holy chuckle of satisfaction as he looked upoo the 
scene, 


“'Tis well Lina.” 


(To be continued next week.) 
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176 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. A DOUBTFUL COMPLIMENT. 
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THE CONSPIRACY. ; 
Listeners never hear any good of themselves, 


No. 205.—Mnr. Howarp Patt, F.OS. 
“Itis with great pleasure that we have to announce the fact 
that in the case of Howard Paul we have not met with the 
almost uusurmountable diticulties which in sume instances 


\ 


sinh , be a Sie oad First Fair Une. Horrid creatures, men!—are they 
vee ath Pach rioar stores. to i eatnithie MCrmaae wrote Artist. Now, Miss Truefitt, I feel sure you are at last going to honour me with a sitting. — not, dear ? j ; 
Nita mathe Rubject of ‘hls early His with tise ee caiiey at Miss Truett. Not at present, Mr. Nobbler, [ really should not do myself justice. I have just recovered from Second Fair One, Horrid! They are, indeed; what 
temper for whieh he is noted, he placed at our disposal a bottle a severe attack of influenza, an must, Tm sure, look dreadfully il. . Pleasure girls can see with such creatures is above my 
of “Unsweetencl,” and, what was better than all, a couple of Fitzyjuffins, Oh, that will make no difference, Miss Truefitt. I was looking awfully seedy about a month ago comprehension, — 
iaure. of his v aluahte tin 2. Throwing himself ree lila jobair when Jack painted me, and, would you believe? he made such an alterauon in my appearance, that even my (And all this because none of the male sex had asked 
bs a 4 Lie i . relations failed to recognize me. them to dance, 


Howard Paul, in response to our request, proceeded to detail to 
us the following information. It seems that in his carly youth 


Howard was always short of eash, and in spite of monetary T Oo @) sc | EN T I FIC BY H A L F. 


assistance received by him from sundry ‘uncles,’ so unmeret- 
fully was he dunned by his numerous creditors, that in a fit of 
despair he ran away to sea, No svoner had he become a sailor 
and was well on his voyage, than he repented of his hastiness, 
So one night, taking alvantage of the darkness, the gentle youth, 
by the ail of one of the ship's boats, deserted his vessel. After 
drifting about fora mouth or two, our hero sighted land, and 
made for it, After investigation, he found it was an island 
inhabited by cannibals, In spite of Howard's protests and offers 
to reign over them, the latter gentlemen insisted that his 
Presence amongst them made their mouths water, and it was 
only by subterfuge that our hero evaded capture and escaped 
from the island, After meeting with adventures too numerous 
to detail here, Howard finally arrived in London, where he 
sneedily obtained popularity. Chietly becanse he's a jolly good 
fellow our hero was created F.O.S. and the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit’ presented to him July Dith, 1885."— Debrett Improved, 
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A CASE OF PICK-ME-UP. 


si 


(1) Mr. Ragwort, Look ‘ere, Bill, I'm a-goin' to ‘ave a fit up the road ‘ere, d'yer see ? my tip an’ give ‘im a good stiff’un. That's the honly tiing as ‘ll do ‘im any good. 
Then yer can come up and give ‘em the tip to give me brandy, Then yer can take Chemist. Very well, my man, you hold him tight till I connect the wires. —(4). 
the ‘at round for me an’ I'll go ‘arves with yer—twiz’ Now keep yer heye on me, ‘Thundering sky blue blazes! There's a bally firework.——(5). Mr. Ragwort. No more 
sonny, an’ you'll see a bit o’ actin’ as ‘Il make yer ‘air curl. ——— (2). Auterprising of the faintin’ jay for me arter this experience. Strike me into a bloomin’ beershop if 
Chemist (gleefully). Hooray! Here's a strake of Juck! Mau ina fit. Now I can try I'm a-goin’ to be made a Catherine's Wheel of ag'iu for nobody. People are gettin’ so 
my new “Electro seizmatic spine twisting nerve soother” for the cure of fits of ail | blarmed scientific nowadays that a ‘onest feJow don't stand ‘alf a chance. That's 
kinds !"——(3). ill, All square, mister. I'll sit on ‘is ‘ead while you fixes im, Taike where it is. An’ look at my bloomin’ clothes, why, they were new five years ago, 


A DISTRESSING MANIA. 


—_—_—_ fe i 


> Sort 2 


If i Tae ATE eae 


“T don't know 
mistake somewhere 
Kent Road. Whe 
Sounding a Sloper 


PERTINENT. 

Inquisitive Villager. What's the age o’ that donkey, young ‘un ? 
vuvenile Wag. Why don't you axe the moke? ‘E might answer 

a relation, don'tcherknow. 


Young Hungry. Ma, I want some cake, 
Ma (tho is busy). If you what ? 
¥. HW. 1f you've got it. 


1. “ You didn’t tip that com 
old man?” “Tip him! Not 


sicns for me! e : 
motto,” Soret yom 


“ Ab, doctor, T'm afraid he is very bad, Last night his mind was all running on the Doubtless there are many charming ways of doing the back hair ; but, ladies, 
Knaveries at Chelsea, anil now he talks of nothinz but Ger-mania.” beware of accidental effects, they may be disastrous, 


- ee ———— —— ——— ————__——_———_ 


London : Printed by DALZIEL “BROTHERS, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published by the Propeictor, GILBERT “Daaien, at “ The Slopertes,” 99 Shue Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday May 30, 1891, 


age 


